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ON THURSDAY AFTERNOON, April 30, there was a great stir
in Addis Ababa. Old chiefs, their heads swathed in the
bandages of dignity, rode evenly and fast through the town
on their tripping mules, supported by a scurry of retainers.
Patches of dirty white moving over the high rocks where
the road descends Mount Entoto showed that the shammas
were out to meet someone, A car came down the mountain
with black carabineers on either running-board, their purer
togas flying. The dry eucalyptus, scaling its bark and
dangling flat leaves in the parched season before the rains,
gave a new dusty harshness to the crowd's acclamation,
the penetrating Li-li-li-li of bees in swarm. It was the
Emperor with Ras Kassa, back from the wars: be-
hind followed Ras Getatchu, fat as ever, and beaming
through his golden pince-nez. No soldiers with them.
The Emperor's only guard were the Addis Ababa police
who in their blue coats lined the route, The cars drove
straight to the Great Palace, where a council of Ministers
was called.

Horror and alarm struck the people when the Emperor
alighted. The face, always sensitive, was haunted now.
Its essential trimness was gone : the eyes seemed to have
lost their quiet resolution, , . . The step and carriage were
no longer resilient.

Fatigue and spiritual misery had done their work, The
one man in Ethiopia capable of always taking the right
decision had lost his gift.

Lorenzo Taezaz, the volatile little secretary, presented
to the Emperor the plans for removing himself and tis
capital to Gore, Acting still with instinctive wisdom, the
Emperor approved though the project was new to him.
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